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Our Little Secret 


Author's Notes: 
This is just a fluffy little one-shot and I'm not sure why | wrote it, but enjoy. 


Izzy Stradlin sighs, closes his eyes. The warm Indiana wind blows the tips of his unwashed hair around, most of 
which is sticking to his neck The sweet smell of his mother's flowerbeds infiltrates his nose, adding to the 


overall sensation of peace and calm, something new and scary, most definitely unexpected, but not unwelcome. 


Coming home in the middle of summer is not something Izzy usually does, but he's always been a country boy 
at heart, and when things get too much too fast, sometimes he just needs to take a step back Relive some of 
his childhood, even if it wasn't all that pleasant. And he wasn't expecting to be feeling this relaxed. 


The wind whistles by his ears and caresses his cheeks. The only other sound is that of the screen door 
slamming in its frame where he accidentally left it partially open He's sitting on his front porch, and the door 


is only a few meters away from him, but he isn't bothered to go shut it properly. 


He takes a deep breath, opens his eyes. A cloud covers the sun momentarily and a brief shiver passes 


through Izzy's body, but in no time the weather's back to how it was just before, reflecting his insides. 


Shapes now, in the distance, coming up the road. As they get closer Izzy recognizes them as his band mates. 
Despite coming home for a relaxing break, he couldn't leave entirely, so he just suggested they come with him. 
Convincing Axl to come back to Lafayette was hard at first, but Izzy assured him they'd go nowhere near 
Axl's family (if they were even still there). 


The four men are carrying grocery bags and laughing, everyone in a seemingly good mood. Steven, Slash, Duff 
and Axl head inside to put the groceries away, Axl stopping along the way to give Izzy's mom a brief hug (she 
had always seemed more like family to him than his own, after all). Izzy stays on the porch, listening to the 
sounds of their voices, loving the way they laugh and feeling grateful for having them in his life. 


A few moments later the screen door (which had finally stopped slamming) opens again and a tall figure sits 
down next to Izzy on the porch steps. Duff. A certain warmth fills Izzy's heart and he can't help the small 
smile that now graces his lips. The tall blonde throws an arm around the rhythm guitarist and looks down at 
him. 


"You alright?" 


Izzy hesitates for a second, looks around him, takes in all he has, where he came from and where he is now. 
Duff looks at him expectantly. Izzy throws one more glance at the dirt road stretching out ahead of him, the 
fields surrounding it. Then he casts his gaze back at Duff. 


"You know what?" A short pause, followed by an "I think | might be." And, for the first time in a long time, he 


means it. 


Duff smiles and looks genuinely happy, because he can tell Izzy is telling the truth. Life is busy, and life is 
hard, but when Izzy stops to think about it he doesn't have a whole lot to complain about. His friends are 
great, that much is for sure. And he has Duff now. The relationship turned into something he never expected, 
and honestly, it's exciting. Things may not always be easy, but who says they have to be. 


As if in response to Duff's adorable smile, Izzy turns to make sure none of the others are looking outside and 
places a small peck on the bassist's lips. An immediate tingling fills his insides, as if he were a schoolgirl with a 


crush, and he loves this feeling of youth being with Duff gives him. 
He closes his eyes for a moment, leans into the blonde, lets his scent envelop him, lets the wind carry him 
away to some distant heaven where this moment is all that exists. Then he snaps back to reality, releases 


himself from Duff's hold and gets up, before holding a hand out to the blonde to grab, pulling him up. 


They walk back inside to join the others, shake off questions about what they were doing and whether 
something was wrong. They join in the cooking the band has now started with the help of Izzy's mother. 


Behind the others’ backs, Duff winks at Izzy, and the feeling of bliss Izzy is left with remains with him a while 


longer. Nobody needs to know. 
They say happiness is the death of creativity, but Izzy has never felt more inspired. 


In the night, Duff sneaks into Izzy's bed and the two just lay there, arms around each other. Izzy isn't one to 
show affection but the blonde just does something to him that he can't quite explain 


"Do you think the others are catching on?" Izzy wonders, not that he really cares, but he just wants to remain 


in the phase they're in a while longer. Everything is so much more exciting when it's hidden. 


"No, babe. It's our litle secret." Duff murmurs back before gently kissing Izzy's neck and falling asleep with his 
head on the rhythm guitarists shoulder. 


Izzy is stroking Duff's arm. 
"Our little secret" He repeats to himself, in a whisper. 


He likes that. 


